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„ 
HALL for ever view this vicious age, 
Vet tim'rouſly confine, tho juſt, my rage? 
Shall I for ever ſee new follies riſe, | 
And fear to force thoſe monſters from my eyes? 


Reſtraint like this, ſeems madneſs to the wile, 
For crimes ſo great, a keener pen require, 
Not #/accus* ſneer, but Perſius nobler fire; 
Nay, e'en a Juvenal, who, juſt and brave, 
Dealt equally his laſh to King and ſlave. 
Wou'd we but turn thoſe antient legends o'er, 
And all the Roman luxury explore, 

Great vices thoſe, but greater we ſhou'd ſpy, 
It to our own we turn a naked eye ; 

Naked, I mean unprejudic'd, and clear, 
Aw'd by no vice, controul'd by no mean fear. 
Satire, thus pointed, wou'd prove virtue's friend, 
This the intent, and this the real end. 

Tis not for malice here to vent her ſpleen, 

A greater theme, far nobler the deſign. 

What tho an injur'd Poet laſh the tribe, 

A caſt off Courtier rail againſt a bribe, 

More gen'rous views thine, Satire, we ſhall find, 
To vanquiſh vice, and to reprove mankind. 
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As Nile thro mes land his tide diſplays, 

Hence the rich ſoil it's potent waves obeys. 

Hence plenty crowns, with ſmiling crops, the fields, 

And various Store hence fertile Afgypt yields, 

Thus, tho compariſons 'twixt good and evil, 

Reſembles virtue painted with the Devil ; 

When vice his dreaded influence has ſpread, 

And vanquiſh'd goodneſs dares not ſhew it's head, 

Crime follows crime, one vice ſucceeds another, 

Which, like foul weed, ſerve faireſt crops to ſmother, 

Thus thro” the coaſt triumphant folly reigns, 

And makes the land ſurrender to her chains. 

Go, Satire, go, where Thames in eddies flows, 

Vice in like ftreams her dreaded tide beſtows. 

Each day produces fome unthought-for ſcene, 

Some courtier tham'd, or ſome brave patriot lain. 

Bur ſtay! my lays are not for courts defign d, 

I mean to ſcourge the Follies of mankind: 

I mean at Yhrte's to ſcourge that ſenſeleſs crew, 

Who nought but vice and infamy purſue. 

Loſt to all honour's more enobled aim, 

Their whole intent and purpoſe is ---- 70 game. 

Hence the briſk youth, juſt fred from guardians care, 

Who ſeeks the Pleaſures of the town to ſhare, 

Caught by thoſe ſharpers, ſtrait to Yhite's repairs, 

There looſes all, and then, too late, deſpairs. 

Or elſe, e pick d up by ſome baſe jade, 

An artful wench, no novice in her trade; 

He quaffs the goblets of Circæan wine, 155 

And, by theſe baſe enchantments, ends a ſwine; 
_ Nay, 
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* what is worle, depriv'd of all his ſtore, 
He ſerves the very Dame he kept before. 
Pollius, adorn'd with ev'ry pleaſing Grace, 


Frequents, like other Youths, this glitt'ring place; 


From Rout to Ball, with careleſs eaſe he moves, 
At each Ridotto views his brilliant loves. 

A Maſquerade inſpires his bliſsful mind, 
Aſſemblies too, what ſort? of ev'ry kind. 

Now here, now there, this wanton Rover tles, 
Expert in Billiards, more expert in Dice; 
Backgammon too, this triple Gameſter knows, 
And, Proteus-like, excells in changing cloaths. 
In pleaſure thus. in one ſmall year before, 
Our Heroe ſpends his whole eſtate--- or more. 
Regardleſs ſtill, poor Pollius views his fate, 
And finds, roo late, a ſmall, or no eſtate. 


What now remains to ſave this ſquand'ring heir, 


Why? with that little left, to Y/hite's repair; : 
Bett high, talk loud, and bully--- but 1n vain, 
What's won at firſt, with int'reſt goes again. 
Thus wretched, to his old acquaintance flies, 
Makes known his caſe, and doubts not of ſupplies, 
Begs their favour--- they ſcarce a trifle grant, 
Proteſt they're ſorry he's reduc'd to want; 
Their own affairs, tis true, are not much better, 
And tip with guinea this inſolvent debtor. 

Struck with remorſe, a Penitent ſevere, 
Ye Gods! cries he, was I but once more heir, 
Then might I feel the real joys of lite, 


* tranquility, and wed a wife. 
B 1 Thus 
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Confus'd by grief, o ercome by ſuch ſurprize. 


For there theſe fancied pleaſures chiefly flow; 


This faſhionable vice with zeal admire. 


) 
Thus ſaid, immediate Meſſengers arrive, 
Declare his Uncle Verrius ceas'd to live. 
Vain joy! he ſcarce up-htrs his dreary eyes 


Once more, with ſtrength renew'd, his ſoul revives, 
He ſmiling ſays, How frail are mortal lives! 
Once more enrich'd, his former vows are flown, 
Tell him he's wrong---he ſwears the eſtate's his own 
To gaming now again this dupe returns, 
And with his uſual love of pleaſure burns; 

His days once more to luxury ſubmit. | 
And ſurloins yield to ev'ry foreign bit. "= g 
A houſe is bought where ? in town--- why ſo? 
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Still more extravagant he drinks and ſwears, 
And laſt night's rubber interrupts his pray'rs ; 
With fury ---- this Coxcomb's frolicks views, 
And ſcarce refrains from rail'ry and abuſe ; 

A thouſand ways invents, whereby this Beau 
May ſee his error, and know friend from foe. 
In vain: for as a ſtream, impetuous, laves 
The ſounding banks, no force can ſtop the waves. 
"Twou'd be ſuch madneſs to oppoſe an heir, 
Whoſe ſole ambition is a chaiſe and pair; 

A pair, ſaid I- a ſet will ſcarce ſuffice, 


While Gold in lumps about the harneſs lies: 
Poor Pollius thus his Uncle's fortune ſpends, 


And all his pomp in ſhametul beggary ends. 


More wond'rous yet! for een the female choir 
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1 
Gaming, thou ſource of ev'ry future ill, 
How couldſt thou thus thy principles inſtill 


Where nought but love ſhou'd act a ſovereign's part, 


And Cupid only ſhou'd ſubdue the heart? 


Frail is the ſex! thoſe words, alas! how true; 


They know their faults, yet, knowing them, perſue. 
Their lives ſtill thro the ſame baſe channel glide, 
Where folly, ignorance, and vice preſide ; 


Noble and vulgar ſhare an equal State, 

From Lady B.-tt-y, to poor tatter d Kate. 

If odds there are, the mighty bear the ſway, 
Higher their ſtake, more frequent is their play. 
The chequer'd die my Lady's enſign ſtands, 
She yields the fan to more ignoble hands. 


From day to day the ſame, from year to year, 
And folly's ſcene's, continued ſtill, appear. 


The cards and dice their week-day's ſport afford, 
And cards and dice ſtill folemnize the Lord. 
What's reformation ! who can here amend ? 
Since Pray'rs neglected ſerve to no ſuch end. 


The pious Preachers zeal, then what avails, 


Since theſe diſcourſes are leſs read than tales? 
Religion s laugh'd at, and who dare's be good, 
By one's call'd Hippocrite, wy t'other Prude: 
Thus a contempt of God o'er all prevails, 
And folly triumphs, where bleſt virtue fails. 


Sure amongſt theſe, one wiſe and. good you'll find, 


Bleſt with all arts to teach and pleaſe mankind ; 


Who, truly juſt, can gain admittance here, 
From whom the wanton juſt reproof may hear; 
Eſteem'd 


4 
Eſteem'd by all, approv'd in ev'ry ſcene, 


In whom good nature, truth and ſenſe convene. 
Such muſt he prove, who might reform our age, 
Whoſe virtues thus can ev'ry ſtate engage 
Mild in reproof, his words the vicious hear, 
He gains admittance to the ſinners ear. 
Behold! the play-houſe! troth! what find we here, F 
A Coxcomb L--d, a powder'd, foppith P--- ; 
The Boxes cramm'd, whoſe benefit to night ? 
"Tis Mrs. Woſfington's; I vow, that's right. 
I take my ſeat, and with impatience fit, 
While orange ſhow'rs infeſt the clam'rous Pit. 
The ſcene draws up, and Woſfington appears, 
What noiſe | ye Gods! what ſhouts diſturb my ears. 
N Her very form, without the author's art, 
Stirs this commotion in each hearer's heart. 
Thy Plays avail not, Shakeſpear, nor thy ſenſe; 
He that will pleaſe, muſt build on impudence: 
A brazen front, a handſome garb and gait, 
Will captivate a M--n--r of ſtate. 
Between the acts their follies now explcre 
My Mule : deteſt thoſe things which they adore. 
The Beaux each Lady's ſhape and air admire, 
The Ladies view each brilliant Beau's attire ; 
Where lace and diamonds for the maſt'ry vie, 
And oft cut glaſs deludes the erring eye. 
A load of gold adorns each Lady's ſide, 
And paint, a pale complexion ſerves to hide: 
They ply the fan, and, with a laugh, diſcloſe, 
Of iv'ry teeth, juſt bought, two handſome rows. 
20 
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Th' enamour'd Dupes, around, obedience pay, 
And try who moſt their Charmer ſhall obey; 


Looks anſwer looks, eyes meet advancing eyes, 


Sobs are return d by ſobs, and ſighs by ſighs; 


With rings, well ſet, the glitt'ring fingers move, 


And Gallantry ſupplies the Place of Love. 
While muſick plays, the Audience curſe the noiſe, 
And ſeek, with glaſs, to ſpy ſublimer joys ; 
They bow, ſpit, ſwear, nor ought Concerto's pleaſe, 


For Hlandel's ſelf ne'er bragg'd ſuch airs as theſe. 
Tir'd and fatigu'd I quit the noiſy ſcene; 


Folly like this, excites in me diſdain. 


Not that thy meaſures, Row, I diſapprove, 
Or Otway, deeper ſkill'd in arts of love; 


Nor thee, great Shakeſpear, Nature's, fancy's child, 
Whoſe thoughts in artleſs numbers ſeem to glide. 


Hence I retire, .freſh folly to explore, 


And, 'Cenfor, traverſe all the City o'er. 


At length a maſk invites me to ſtep in 


And view new follies in a varied ſcene ; 

Here Vice our Native Innocence {till wears, 
And the lewd Whore in #/ora's dreſs appears: 
The Crook ſhe bears, in this ſhe puts defence, 
Sweet emblem of our former innocence. 

The Beau aſſumes the Ruſtic garb and mein, 
And now appears, 1n {imple neatneſs, clean ; 
Thus we the Gay in mimick features view, 
From Don and Monſieur, to the Turk and Jew. 
Theſe innocent amuſements I allow, 

If this was all, I wou'd not rave, I vow. 
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But here to find that vice triumphant reigns, 
That all are fetter'd by her various chains, 

It ſtirs my Muſe, and animates my pen 

To deal the laſh to ſuch beſotted men. 

To find ſuch baſeneſs like fair Virtue clad, 

And what 1s good ſerves to diſguiſe the bad : 
Noble's the view, and generous the taſk, 

From the vile Hyppocrite to rend the maſk ; 
Leſt the baſe croud, by his example led, 

Perſuing Vice clandeſtinely ſnou'd tread. 

And outwardly aſſert bleſt Virtue's cauſe, 
Whilſt inward hatred ſhou'd diſdain her laws. 
The pray'rs and Church, perhaps, theſe may attend, 
That hence their goodneſs others ſhou'd commend. 
I fear, alas! moſt men are thus inclin'd, c 
And for one Virtuous, twenty baſe you'll find : 
If this proves true, then juſtly may't be ſaid, 
That the whole world makes up a maſquerade. 
Of Follies tir'd, to Church I take my way, 
To ſee if theſe poor ſinful fools can pray; 

I enter, pay, and take my ſeat---- when lo 
From voice above, tremendous accents flow ; 

A juſt Divine, from Pulpit, vainly ſtrove 

By threats, rewards, theſe ſtubborn hearts to move. 
When look on all ſides, filk, brocade, and lace 
Convene in Pomp, to raife this heav'nly place; 
| Now ſteps a Beau, a Lady there, and here, 
With ſtar and garter, Pompous L--ds appear. 
Why came they here? they never came to pray, 
They certainly miſtake, and wait a play: 
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From ſide to ſide they move their wond'ring eyes, 
And Heav'n ſcarce gains a look, unleſs from ſome 
Surpriſe. 
Hark! hark repent! repent! ah! mournful ſound, 
And yet neglected by the folks around. 


is not alone the Beau, Coquet or Rake, 


The Rabble too this common {in partake; 


Standing 1 in Iſles they view a charming ſhape, 


Miſtake great - for Lady Bs ape; 
Thus Frida the whole, from high to low, we ſee 
That all the world's made up of Vanity. 


The ſermon done, the fooliſh Curt'ſies o'er, 


They all retire, and wiſh 't had done before. 
Once more aſham'd, I quit this ſinful town, 
Where, for my honeſty, I'm ſtil'd a clown. 

In ſnug ſtage coach next morn I take my ſeat, 
And ſeek my wonted pleaſure 1 in retreat: 

In lonely houſe, by cryſtial floods I live, 
Plough up ſome little ſpots of land, and thrive. 
As on my bed, one night, I lay reclin'd, 


And ſleep, that powerful paſſion, ſerz'd my mind, 
1 dreamt what (here my Muſe declare) 


Occur'd from folly, fin, neglected pray”r. 
Methought an antique form appear'd to view, 


And, by her awe, my firſt attention drew ; 
But as ſhe near approach'd my place of reſt, 


Liſt to my words, ſhe cries, and hence be bleſt. 
No more! the Doctrine of the Charmer's tongue 
Flow'd from her lips, like the ſweet Syrens ſong ; 


Her meiting accents like the ſnow deſcend, 


And as they ſoft began in ſoftneſs end. 
Bleſlings 
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ger and active i in his Country's cauſe, 
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Bleſſings attend whom Virtue's dictates rule, 
Will gaiety and vice betray the fool. 
Whom reaſon guides, thro? goodneſs: ſteers his courſe 
And grows ſtill better, fearing to be worſe. 
He ſhuns the dang'rons quick. ſands of delight, 
Declines of pleaſure the geſtructive ſight; 
The wanton Laſs, with alt her witching Charms, 
His ſettled reſolution ne'er diſattns ; 
The play, the ball, the maſquerade he ſhuns, 
As the Pale debtor wou'd th'approaching Duns. 
By follies tir'd, like you, retirement ſeeks, 
Grave, unaccuſtom*d to ſuch madmen's freaks. 
If court he ſeeks, he ſues not to be great, 
But to àmend ſome error in the ſtate; 


To raiſe her Intereſt, and promote her laws.” E 
But few, alas! ſo good and juſt you'll find, E 
Not here alone, but een amidſt mankind. 
Virtue, long ſince, the city has forſook, 

And to the plains and woods herſelf betook ; 
There to the ſhepherd truly gives her laws, 
Whoſe lives and actions juſtify her cauſe : 


No fraud or prejudice his morals ſway, 


Nor can Vice lead his Virtuous mind aſtray. 
Thus Virtue ſhone in Saturn's golden days, 
Sent forth as bright, if not more brighten'd rays. 

Unhappy Iſle, thou'rt loſt to ſenſe and ſhame, 


Tho worſe ws ſons, thy MoNnaRcH's ſtill the fame. 
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